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SLOPER’S TROTTING MATCH. 

“ Poor Pa has been mooning around lately in search of some method by which to work off some of his superfluous energy, and has at length decided to give 
trotting a trial. Borrowing a thoroughbred from a friendly cats’-meat purveyor, he recently issued a challenge, offering to trot anyone in the world for any sum 
up to five shillings. The Hon. Billy, whu is in possession of a sort of family heirloom in the shape of a diminutive pony, promptly accepted. The match came 
uff on the Alexandra Park Trotting Course, ’midst great excitement. Both jockeys worked hard, but the horses wouldn't even start.”—Toorste. 


LYNCHING LONG AGO. 
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AT THE HORTICULTURIES. 
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Jonnx PortTrOUS was the son of a tailor, in Canongate, 
Edinburgh, and brought up to hia father’s trade, “ but. as 
he grew up, his wickedness increased too, and when checked 
by his father in his vicious career, he almost kicked the 
good old man to death.” 

This promising boy was sent to the army as a recruit in 
Queen Anne's time, and at the end of the war, after follow. 
ing several disreputable callings in London, he was given 
the command of the City Guard in his mutive town, but 
very soon, by his dissolute conduct and ungovernable 
temper, created universal hatred and terror, which increased 
every year among the lower classes, until their fury rose to 
such a pitch that it was with difficulty, upon several oceans 
| sions. they were prevented from falling upon and tearing 
him to picces, 

It seems that at the execution of one Andrew Wilson, a 
riot was expected, and Captain Porteous, being the person 
supposed to have the most power to awe the mob, was 
appointed to conduct the ceremony, He guarded Wilson 
to the gallows, where the prisoner was hanged without 
interruption; but, as the hangman was cutting him down, 
some stones were thrown, and one striking the hangman on 
the nose and making it bleed, that official sought refuge 
hen a happy. And why? Simply because his Round with loveliness on each arm, he is the envy A catalogue of the Exhibition, and when he re- ete ne Michail to fling stones, some of which hit the 
pees nday girl has consented to escort him to the of everyone, Even the Indians stare at them. After turns—well, the above picture speaks for itself. oe Ve mo » continue at ing sto ve 8, SOM vd : 

Xxhibitiou tugetker with her sister. As be walks— a walk in tle grounds, Fluffy rushes off to buy— — Fluffy now sluns feminine weicty, soldiers and broke their drumbhead, Upon this, Captain 


Ww 


wt 


q 


Nas 


vberry basket ?” 


eee 


, 1892. 


————e 


is 


Se 


170 


Porteous fired and called on his men to fire also, which they did, 
killing seven or eight persons outright and wounding many. 
Porteous was tried “by the law of God, the common law, the 
municipal law and practice of this kingdom, and the laws of all 
other well governed reals, where murder and slaughter, maiming 
and wounding with mortal weapons any of the subjects of such 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, May 28, 1892. 


—_—_——_ CC eee 


realms, and the ordering, commanding and causing any band or | 


number of men, armed with firelocks and other mortal weapons, 
to fall upon, wound, murder and destroy numbers of His Majesty's 
subjects innocently and lawfully assembled,” ete., ete. 

Porteous, somewhat curiously, as it seems to us, was found guilty 
and sentenced to be hanged on the 8th September, 1736, in the 
Grassmarket ; but his infamous life and various deeds of cruelty 
must be taken into consideration, and the jury were probably pre- 
judiced against him, On the 26th August, however, a respite of 


six weeks, from the time appointed for his execution, was for- 


warded by the Duke of Neweastle to the Lord Chief Justice's clerk 
at Edinburgh. 

On the respite being made known, the populace vowed ven- 
geance, and on the 7th of September the prison was broken into, 
and cries were raised of, “ Where is the villain Porteous?” “ Here 
Tam! What do you want with me?” he replied, boldly, 


William Maclauchane, a servant of the Countess of Wemyss, was | 


shortly afterward placed upon his trial for Porteous’ murder, the 
details of which are thus given: “ They dragged him by the heels 
down the prison stairs, he crying for mercy, for Christ's sake, they 
lengthening out their cruelty towards him, alternateiy led, dragged 
and carried him, falling fainting in the street, to the Grassmarket, 
where, fixing a rope round his neck, they drew him up toa dyer's 
tree, and he, endeavouring to loosen the rope with his hands, was 
struck in the face with an axe, lowered to the ground,and hoisted 
again more than once to prolong his agonies.” As the leader of 
the mob, Maclanehane was tried for this horrible outrage and 
murder; and the jury, having heard the evidence, with one accord 
shouted ‘NOT GUILTY.’” 
* * * * » * 
LATEST FROM THE PIRATES’ JUNCTION, BATTER SEA. 

billiam is A beest. longg sufrera as av took in the Reck Reckler 
mai remember last Weak a nok att the door, that beest billiam he 
come isself asa pirait, he sai its good biz, and taik oft his beerd. 
Now there is a Nother nok, an he av putt it on ina Nurray up- 
sighed down, and it av stuck, ann Ma and ant is entrin the ouse, 
and mea trying too kik imout oft site under oft the sofy ; he av 
grone, and i giv it im otter i shall be cala lye. 

(Next week, Twice Hanged.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— 

er Copresporidents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
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We're quite of the opinion, Wonge, that had he cared to try He 
might hace won the contest in a walk, The competition's over, 
MEG, so throw them all away. We cannot use your sketches, 
Mrs. HAWKE. As far as we can tell you, VAL, there isn't any 
nerd Tu give them any notice of the change, 
HALLOW, that you're passing down this way. They're far below 
our standard, PHILIP STRANGE. It’s useless, BILLY, trying, if 
you haven't any chance; It's money simply wasted, as you see ; 
They maght, of course, allow it ; but, in our opinion, MITE, You'll 
hare ta pay the customary fee. We're sorry that we cannot use 
your story, ARTHUR LOGE; It's good, but more than twice the 
proper length, That's very easy, SIMMEL, but the difficulty is To 
get it to the necessary strength, 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ss 

Jorkins. Here comes Fitz-Hum, looking more miserable than 
usual, Hallo, Fitz! what’s the matter now? Somebody spelt 
your name without the hyphen? 

Fitz-Hum (hypochondriacally), Ah, my dear friend, do not ask 
me. Every man has his own skeleton in his 

Jorkins. Well, L should hope he had! He'd be a rum looking 
jelly-tish without a skeleton, wouldn't he? 

Fitz-Hum, Good morning! Some people have no sympathy in 
their souls. + * 


“Tat looks like ALLY'S gait,” said the simple City bounder, as 
he watched the old man doing a whisky corkscrew from pavement 
to pavement. Then the old man fell down and worked his way on 
all fours, trying to gnaw the nearest lamp-post in his anguish. 
“And that looks like ALLY-gaitors, | suppose.” This joke, attri- 
buted to MeGooseley, has lost him at least four brace of cold Irish 
and the attachment of his dearest friend, 

= 


* 
A WOMAN'S fondest, brightest dream, 
Her one idea, her passion, 
The sole ambition of her life 
Is to be in the fashion, 
+e 
Old Friend, Were's mv little snuggery, Penhecker, and now we'll 
have a jolly evening, old boy, Tlere’s the whisky, there are the 
cigars, and now try and feel as though you were at home. 
(Penhecker turns pale, trembles and glances apprehensively over 
his shoulder.) 
Ol Friend, No, no,old man, 1 beg pardon, I didn’t mean that. 
I should have said remember that you are not at home, 
= * 


Yes, any time, Miss 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 422.—The “Royal Military Tonrnament” Costume. 


“What's the matter, Charley ? 
you don't look well.” “Oh, the 
| confounded fellow gave me a 
damp newspaper this morning, 
and I believe I've caught a chill 
reading it.” 


“Hallo, old man! face aching still? 
Thought it would have sace-achin’ you be- 
fore this." (And considering what “old 
man” was suffering tov.) 


Crossing Sweep. Take that cake! not me. Fancy offering a gentleman a cake! 
Now, if you've got yer cigar case hamly, I don't mind havin’ one wid yer. 


. 
“T poadmire your friend’s looks, Such a manly expression of | 


independence in his eve, such a chines, bespeaking a conscience at 
care with himself and the world, such a look of pride. Not chill. 
Coutemptious pride, but that pride which arises from the perform- 
ance of some noble deeds or deed. Whois he? what is he? what 
has he done?” cfaseer, “His name is Snooks. He's a traveller 
in the cats’-meat trade, and, for the first time for twenty-five years, 
Ie has paid his tailors bill” : 


“D'ye want to dispose of that old crock 
of yourn, guv'nor? he's worth a trifie to 
! ent up and sell in ‘a’porths.” 


Ber 


| 
THE VILLAGE PUMP. 
| 


Clothed by order of the County 
Conneil, 


| of my hearers,” 
| opposition, “ but they're deuced few who obey.” 


| nothink o' the kind,” responded the witness, quickly. 
! under anything except the table when I see ‘im, ard that | 


| himself that | have ever met with,” said Spitfer. 


| of—what do vou call it, Brown?) Ah, yes—equity. 


| and, naturally, both claim possession. 


“ALLY was always a good enough husband,” said Mrs. Slop, 
“if only his friends would leave him alone. He always men; 
well, though, even when he was taken that way. ‘I'll help mak. 
that apple pie for you, and roll out the crust,’ said the oj. 
man, He meant well—he meant well. Still, for all that, 14 need’; 
have taken one of the twins out of its cradle, put it on the tabi. 
sprinkled it with flour, and nearly crushed it to death with ti. 
rolling pin. He took it for dough, poor, thoughtless dear! }}; 
Ne bound to say its howls licked the new hyena at the Zoo, ini, 

ts.’ se 
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SPLODGER, who is anxious to blossom forth as a profession;| 
politician, was blowing his own trumpet the other evening in ¢);.. 
private bar at the “ Red Cow,” and after awhile he exclaimed, * \,, 
one can deny that when I address a meeting | command the respec 
“T dessay you command,” replied one of th. 

Ph 
SHE wasn little Pawnee squaw, in Wild West Kensington. 
The crowd thronged closely round her, making free remarks upos 
The way her cheeks were ochred ; and one funny Johnuie cried 
“1 couldn't bear that stuff upon my chivvy, if I tried! : 
Come, missis, say how many scalps your bloomin’ brave has got?” 
She said, “ Your missis on her face has put more paint a lot 
Than | on mine ; and, as for hair, she wears upon her chump 
More people's hair than all the scalps our tribe's got in a lump.” 
That Fonnnte sneaked from out the crowd a wiser, sadder ian, 


And wished he hadn't tried to “chip” that Pawnee Indi-an, 
ld 


* 
Nelly Hikik, Did Miss Sloper buy that mantle she was lookinz 
at last week? 
Draper, No, miss; she said it did not suit her complexion, 
Nelly, Pooh! that was only an excuse—she could easily have 
altered that, ** 


“ Now, be careful, sir, in your answer, and remember you are upon 
oath,” said the cross-examining counsel, who was trying all he knew 
to confuse the witness, “ You swear at that particular dinner the 
defendant was under the influence of alcohol.” “1 ae do 
“E wornt 


sticks to! e* 
» 


First Guest. What a truly awful voice that girl has, who is 


singing, has she not? 


Second ditto, Sir, that is my sister ! 

First Guest. Ah—ah—er. | beg your pardon, I’m sure. Now | 
listen attentively, I find it’s the execrable way in which that very 
ugly young lady is playing the »xecompaniment, j 

Second dittv, She is my wife, sir! 

7° 

+ OLD Captain Tafrel is one of the most wonderful men to kid to 
“ He sping sone 
of his yarns so often, that he actually believes them himself.’ 


; ©Then he's like the American hoop snake,” chimed in Spoffcr. 


“How's that?” said Spiffer. “Why, he swallows his own talc,” 
auswered Spoffer, 2 
* 

De Boozer. It's warmer to-day, my dear; I don’t think I shail 
need my overcoat, 

Mrs. De B. You had better take it. You'll find it eold enough 
to-morrow morning, when you are hanging on to the palings, as 
usual, waiting for the keyhole to pass by. 

s * 


* 
A LOTTERY'S been held to be illegal, 
Which is probably the reason, I should say, 
Why the good old fashioned marriage, 
Which we're apt now to disparage, 
Is becoming rarer almost every day, 
= 


= 

“ hR—er—but are not the ladics—er—er—rather décolleté?” said 
a visitor from the country to the metropolis, “Nota bit, my boy. 
This isan exhibition of some of the most fashionable women in 
London,” returned his town cousin. “Humph! you are certainly 
rizht to call it a acck-sibition,” commented the countryman, 

* 

Mrs. Brown, Mr. Wigangown, I want your advice on a matier 
Supposing two 
children, walking together, discover at the same moment a tov, 
How would you decide 
which to give it to? 

Mr. Wigangown. In order to prevent jealousy, Mrs, Brown, | 
should take it away and not allow either to have it. 

Mr, Brown, That is a true, sound, legal decision, 

s* 


* 

STRANGE, indeed, is the law of libel, and the unsuspecting inno- 
cent may be had at all turns—never knows, in fact, when he may 
drop in forit. All the same, we don’t think it right, simply because 
aman happens to purchase a pair of morocco coverings for his 
“daisy roots” rather frequently, for the shoemaker to call hina 
slippery customer. e+ 

s 


Brown, Yes, indeed ; he’s a man of the most brilliant imagiua- 
tion, Some of his works of fiction are simply wonderful. 

Smythe. You surprise me, old chap, 1 didn't know he was a 
novelist—always thought he was a sporting reporter. - 

Brown. So he is, and he does the “ Description of the Race 


part, you know. Fiction, what more do you want? 
td 


2 

Two or three friends ealled on Prosyman the other evening, ani 
they had talked themselves silent when young Shunmer made his 
Appearance. “Ha, Shunmer, my boy, I’m glad to see you: 
exclaimed Prosyman, “We seem to be at a dead lock here.” “I 
can suggest a very good key to that, Mr. Prosyman,” said Shunmer. 
“Hint indeed! What is that?" “Whiskey,” replied Shuumer. 
The hint was taken, the key applied, aud the lock moved at once. 

sf 


* 
Tue Registrar turned to the bankrupt and said, 
“1 cannot discover the reason 
Which caused you—a tipster—to suddenly lose 
Your wealth in the course of a season,” 


“That's easily answered,” the bankrupt replied, 
“or years I'd been rollin’ in ‘chips’; 
But, some’ow, a fancy come into my ‘ead 
For backin’ my own bloomin’ tips.” 
Le 


* 

Tr is rather odd that Spring should always be spoken of as the 
true time for romance. “A girl never looks so lovely and innocet' 
as in the carly Spring-time.” Oh, dear, yes! But then the practic! 
mind comes in, “Yes; and hasn't she got a red nose from catch: 
ing cold from putting on her new Sunday things too soon? And 
ain't thereasniff about her likea vanload full of Bryant aud May ~ 
girls going to Epping Forest, because she's been eating pounds or 
sulphur lozenges to clear her complexion?” Spring, indecd | These 
poet beggars must take up something else, or go in for doing 
“ads,” for beetle poisons, 2.8 

* 


Vicar, Let me see, now. You say you can captain the villaze 
cricket and football teams ; that you understand the art of gettin: 
up fancy bazaars; can play lawn’ tennis well; sing at the charts 
concerts; and make yourself agreeable at garden parties. You : 
doexcellently. Er—by-the-way—er—I suppose you could concuc! 
the morning or evening service at x pinch, eh? 

Modern Curate. Well, 1 don't know; 1 daresay I might mane 
to scramble through it. 

Vicar, Good, good, indeed. Then, T think, Mr.—er—Mr--al 
Mildtirt, thanks, vou may consider vourself appointed, 


Saturday, May 28, 1892.) 


TOOTSIE WHITE ROSE GATHERING. 
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Tis is the season for roses—the white, the red and the Osear | 


Noy dee Perse, 

‘ It you want the white rose it is to be found all a-blowing and 
i a-growing in the Adelphi 
hothouse ; head and assis- 
tant gardeners, Gatti, Sims 
and Buchanan. The white 
rose is an historical plant, 
a bit off history, perhaps, 
but a pleasing tlower seem- 
ingly, strong and long 
lived. 

In old and ancient his- 
tory I am not aware that 
Oliver Cromwell is always 
depicted as a large hearted 
family man, or, perhaps | 
Ought rather to say, an 
extra special domestic edi- 
tion of the family virtues. 
On the contrary, like cer- 
tain members of the 
Salvation Army —but 1 
digress, 

Nothing, however, could 
be prettier than the toasts 
and sentiments expressed 
by good old Noll in the 
Adelphi version, and why 
not? and why should not 
Charles [L, in his youth, 
have been a well meaning 
person? Hitherto, it is 
true, Charles II.'’s early 
days are principally asso- 
cated with his endeavours to keep himself out of harm's way by 
hiding upa tree, dressing as a flunkey or crawling under the beds 

{ alehouses or bunks on board ship; but the Adelphi Charles is 
net nearly such a sneak as history shows his predecessor to have 
hoon, 

Ouce upon atime there was a person known as the Wizard of 
the North, He was not a conjurer in the ordinary sense, but did 
\ bizwish thing in story telling. Irreverent persons nowadays 
nave been foreed to call his stories dull, but they were tremend- 
ously lively to what had had to be put up with previously, and 
vnong his then popular books he wrote one enlled “ Woodstock.” 
It is this work that Messrs. Sims and Buchanan have chosen as the 
vroundwork for their play, the story of which is something after 
thisstyle:—Colonel Ev- 
courd, once a Royalist, 
has changed his convic- 
tions and become one 
of Cromwell’sarmy. He 
is in love with Alice 
lve, whose pa, of course 
ix a Royalist. Colone' 
Yarborough, in the 
nime of Cromwell, 
comes toturn Alice and 
ler pa out of Wood- 
stock Chase. Everard 
deties him and he re- 
tires to the most adja- 
cent back seat, 

Meanwhile Charles is, 
ns per usual, hiding 
away, and when oppor- 
tunity offers makes 
light love to the 
daughter of the gentle- 
man whose roof shel- 
ters him. ‘ 

Now, although Ever- 
ard loves Alice, and 
Alice loves Everard 
some one loves E vera! 
also, and this is none 
other than Elizabeth, 
which she is Cromwell's 
daughter, Cromwell is 
anxious that they 
should marry and be 
happy ever afterwards, but Everard thinks it his duty (there were 
good young men in those days, even if they did die young) to tell 
her that Alice and he are betrothed. It is a blow to Elizabeth, 
but she bears up bravely, Indeed, being in for an Adelphi run, 
she knows it is her duty to try und do so, 

Whilst she is screwing up her courage her father, old Noll, takes 
forty winks—pianoforte winks, more prepay speaking, for he has 
visions to ghost music. He sees, first, Charles I. having his head 
cut off, and then he sees Elizabeth's death bed. The old gentle- 
niin, it must be allowed, has rather a bad time of it while it lasts. 
Iwas a little bit disappointed that Cromwell was not crowned 
King of England, or that his head was not cut off; but then I 
suppose you must draw the line somewhere, even in history. 

Anyhow, | may say I was most delighted by the show, which 
Was thoroughly amusing from beginning to end. Leonard Boyne 

was all a hero, 
Charles Cart- 
wright more 
than an Oliver, 
and George 
“Cockburn Yar- 
borough all over, 
Fuller Mellish as 
Charles _ played 
pleasantly and 
with much spirit. 
“ Beveridge as 
Alice’s pa was 
capital, and 
Charles Dalton 
as Roger Wild- 
rake scored 
heavily ina most 
admirably con- 
ceived character, 
His scene with 
the Protector 
could not well 
be surpassed, 

Astothe comic 
element, which 
is always of such 
vital import- 
ance, it was pro- 
vided in the very 
best form by 
Clara Jecks as 
Phebe, and 
Charley Collette 
1 Lal Rignold ns her lovers, All their business was very droll. 
ut T must not forget the beautiful impersonation of Cromwell's 

“hter by Mrs. Cainpbell, or that of Miss Millard as Alice. 

* costume play is a pleasing change, but of course we must 
back again presently to modern times and modern dresses, 
-by, talking of dresses, | cannot say that | admire the Puritan 
Fae A there, go and see for yourselves. At anyrate, 

» HO sed, 


Joseph Tomkins: CHARLES COLLETTE, 


Alice Lee: 
EVELYN MILLARD. 


Colonel Everard: 
LEuNAKD BOYNE, 


4 


Oliver Cromwell: CHARLES CARTWRIGAT. 


| 


| my father could surpass himself—with a cane. 


| “Slo 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TRYING TO MAKE SLOPER LIVE ‘APPLEY. 
(Vode report of Dr, Tuplete’s cure tor dipsomania.) 
ALL the people in wll the land 
Sireined sinit with a mania, all at once, 
For presenting apples, immense and grand 
And juicy and good, to the Mildewed Dunce, 
And the way those presents came rolling in 
At morn, at noon and at dewy eve, 
To the loon who lives on “ Unsweetened" Gin 
Was really a thing one culd sdarce believe, 
Casks of apples by post and rail, 
Tubs of applea by Pick ford’s van, 
Apples in wheelbarrow, jug and pail, 
Apples in hamper and beerhouse ean. 


“All that comes to my net is fish,” 
Said the Master of Grab, as he viewed the lot 
Of presents received, “ but | wish—1 wish— 
That my friends had some knack of variety got.” 
Howbeit, he squatted him down to pen 
A letter of thanks to each friend: but, stop! 
Ina journal which lay on his desk, just theu 
He spotted an item that made him hop, 
A German physician (the par, ran thus) 
Had discovered the fact that a frequent feed 
Of apples would make the most drunken cuss 
Very quickly adopt the Good Templar's creed. 
And the eyes of the Fossil grew dim with tears, 
And he blubbered, * Oh, snakes ! does the public think, 
After knowing my character all these years, 
That A, SLOPER’s a chap who is given to drink?” 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and Jovt notes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE BLACK EYE, 


THE boy's love is father to the man’s love, 

My boyish love for Evelinda Sith had something of poetic feel- 
ing init. 1 may say, without boast, that 1 have always been more 
or less a man of feeling. 1 am so now. 

(There is no manner of doubt about that. Ally has all sorts of 
feelings. Sometimes he feels his way round by the railings, some- 
times by the lamp-posts ; when he's extra bad, by the kerbstone. 
Ilis feelings, too, in the morning, must sometimes be next door to 
something awful. “Would you mind giving me three penn’orth 
of brandy hot, if you please, and kindly put it in a half-gallon can, 
‘cos I'ma leetle shaky, and don’t want to spill any."—McG.) 

Everything | could I saved up as presents for that dear little 
girl. I shall never forget purchasing for her a black india-rubber 
doll (s0 called Topsy's—com position of treacleand caoutchouc). It 
was a hot evening in July when I took the doll home with me. 
In my affectionate heart [| swore that I would not leave it until 1 
presented it to Evelinda the next day, I held the doll fast in my 
young arms as | slept in my little cot. ‘Three hours afterwards the 
household was awakened by my shrieks, 

The large composition Topsy had melted, and I was found stuck 
fust to the sheets. With ditticulty they were rent from me. 

Half an hour afterwards | discovered that there were times when 
I was so striped 
and starred you might have taken me for the banner of America. 

(A length of this cane was for some time preserved in the famous 
sr Museum.” | regret to say, though, that being surrepti- 
tiously abstracted by A. Sloper, Junr.—utterly regardless of its 
almost immortal interest—it was cut up by him and smoked as a 
substitute for mild Cubans,— MANAGER, “ Sloperies.”’) 

It was a boy fiend, Thomas Johnson, who heard of this. That 
boy had always sneered at me, and bested me in many ways. At 
buttons, he had cleaned me out to the very last four-eyed, small-sized 
brass, and left me nickerless likewise. Deriding me, too, before all 
my school mates by calling me “Ally Pin-me-U p.” 

hated that boy. Ashe met me after my castigation, he whisked 
an imaginary cane through the air, and grinned like a hywna, My 
blood was up. I struck him. Alas! my skill was not equal to his. 
A well planted oner in the eye landed me in the gutter mud. 

My mother applied two ounces of chuck steak and two inches of 
cold carving-knife. | have never had an eye of this character since. 

(No, but he’s had 'em otherwise. The last time he had that 
stand-up fight with the fender, after the “smoker,” he had a black 
eye on him like a saucepan lid.— MCG.) 

(to te continued next week.) 


“HE NEVER TOLD HIS LOVE!” 
FOR THE SIMPLE REASON THAT HE COULDN'T GET THE CHANCE, 


if \ Il. IIT. 
MET a girl, | Rage conceal, Move we did, 
Proper size ; | Calm and cool, Why protest? 
Pretty curl, | Somehow feel Did as bid, 
Killing eves. Awful fool. Thought it best, 
Took a walk : Took a stroll. Hooked it we ; 
Ttegent’s Park, Primrose Hill, Hampstead 
Spoony talk, Heart and soul ITeath, 
Getting dark. Seemed to till. Chestnut-tree, 
She no dunce, Couples here Seat beneath. 
Awful nice, Couples there: | Now's my chance 
Kissed her once, | “ Ducky!“ Dear!” ) Truly grand, 
Kissed her twice. Every where, Fondly glance, 
(She inclined )— Hurry past, | Squeeze her hand, 
More discreet, Talking sweet, 
Found at last | Arm round waist, 
Empty seat. | Sit on seat, 
T’ bill and coo Rise in haste, 
I prepare, | Didn't spot 
Man in blue: In the dark 
“Move on, | Other lot! 
there!" | What a lark ! 


Passion grows, 
Make up mind 
To propose, 
Have no choice, 
Fall on knees. 
“Parky's” voice: 
“Now then, 
please 1 


SAVED BY A DREAM. 

“COME nearer, Ethel, come nearer,” he cried, as he drew the 
fair girl still more closely tohim. “ Do not speak of death. I had 
a most awful dream last night—cauny, weird, terrible. I shudder 
even when I think of it.” 

“Oh, Harry ! what was it?” 

“L dreamed that we were married— Involuntarily she 
wriggled from his embrace, but he continued, “No, no, 1 don't 
mean that that was weird or terrible. Hear me to the end. 1 
dreamed that we were married and had become poor—horribly 
poor—too ‘broke,’ in fact, to keep even one dirty little slavey, and 
that you, my darling, who have never known any hardship or 
suffering—vever had anything to do but sit nursing the fire and 
reading penny, and even less expensive, novelettes, chewing cara- 
mels the while, were obliged to do your own housework.” Natu- 
rally the fair girl shuddered, It was certainly a horrible thing even 
to think of. But he went on: “1! dreamed that on the first day of 
our poverty you made a pudding—a steak and kidney pudding— 
and you told ine nothing about it.” The blood began tu leave the 
young man's cheeks as he came to this, but he etill went on: “[— 
when I reached home from the City that night—ate a piece of that 
pudding. Oh, heaven——” 

“Harry, Harry!" gasped the beauteous creature, as the Prvel: 
ration stood upon her lovely brow, “how long did you live?” 

“Seven minutes, tweuty seconds,” he replied ; but, catching her 
hands and gazing into her great brown eyes, he said, “Tell me, 
Ethel, it was only a dream. You can cook, can't you?” 

Her eyelids fell as she replied, “ Nay. Harry, but I will learn.” 

“Not on my account,” cried the young man, now freed from the 
spell. “By gum! what an escape I've had, Who wouldn't believe 
in dreams now 2?" 


THE DARKMOOR TRAGEDY. 


Ir was a shocking night, cold, windy and wet,and the travelling 
waxwork showman and his wite were not too pleased with the 
pitch they had 
made in the bare 
and open country 
surrounding — the 
gloomy prison of 
Darkmoor. The 
show over, old 
Benjamin Garstin 
and his good Indy 
had) drawn their 
caravans into oa 
tield for the night, 
intending to push 
on at daybreak to 
a livelier spot, One 
caravan was their 
residence; the ° 
other, and the 
larger, sheltered no 
less distinguished 
accompany, in wax, 
than Her Majesty 
the Queen, Mr. 
Gladstone, the 
Czar of Russia, a 
fashionable — hus- /. 
band - poisoner, a 
portrait model of a 
murdered woman 
(whose murderer 
lay sentenced to 
death in’ Dark- 
moor jail), Irving, 
the Duke of Wellington, Lottie Collins and other celebrities, 

The dismal moaning of the wind without caused old Garstin to 
shiver—to drag his ancient body, together with the stool which 
supported it, nearer the stove, and to talk “a leetle unpleasant.” 

“ Not the sort o’ night for ghosts to come a-walkin’ without their 
humbrellers, eh, Biddy?” said the wrinkled showman, gloomily, 

“ Don't, Ben!" was Mrs. Garstin’s terrified reply.“ Don't speak 
o’ them things, dearie. [t's temptin’ Providence, that’s what it is 
—and I'm all nerves to-night, Ben, dear. ’ 

The wind moaned mournfully on; then it rose into a wild, wild 
shriek ; then sank suddenly into silence, 

The old mountebank and his wife were but mortal, although, in 
the caravan's dim candle-light, they might not have looked it ; and 
so it is not to be wondered at that they should have trembled aud 
turned pale when a soft knocking ename at their tiny door, and a 
faint voice from without besouzht admission “ for the love of God.” 

“It's some 
trick,” gasped 
Mrs. Garstin, 
when she was 
able to speak— 
“some trick to 
- rob us of the 
money we have 
taken oat) the 
fair, and mur- 
der us in the 
bargain ! Don’t 
open the door, 
Ben; don'topen 
the door!” 

The knocking 
was repeated, 

“Tf it means 
robbery and 
murder,” said 
the old) man, 
getting up from 
his stool and 
shuffling to- 
wards the door 
of the caravan, 
“they'll do it, 
whether we let 
‘em in or not.” 

With tremb- 
ling hand, the 
showman une 
did the latch 
and bade the owner of the strange voice to enter, 

The stranger needed little asking. The door was no sooner 
unfastened than he rushed in and sank exhausted to the tloor. 

“He's a convict!" whispered Mrs. Garstin to her husband. “See 
the arrow on his dress.” 

“Hide me! hide me!” moaned the wretch, in the most piteous 
tones, “They're on my track, and they'll take me to prison again 
if they catch me! You wouldn't have on innocent man put in 
prison! You will hide me! Oh, for God's sake save me!” 

Old Garstiu’s heart was touched at the man’s distress, and he 
answered— 

“Well, mate, 1 don't quite like the hidea of assisting you myself, 
but I don't mind telling you that there's a carawan not far trom 
this ‘ere wot contains waxwork figures, and, of course, if you likes 
to stand up stiff along with ‘em, and so chance a-throwin’ of your 
pursuers hoff the sceat, why, that’s nothink to do with me.” 

The convict took the hint, and hurried out into the black night. 

“The warders will take ‘im for a wax tigger, I'l bet you—hullo! 
here they are, 
tramping up 
already!" 

“Have you 
seen a convict 
pass this way, 
goggle - eyes?” 
asked one of 
the warders of 
Garstin (whose 
optics were half 
out of his head 
with affected 
surprise at the 
intrusion). 

Theshowman 
was about to in- 
form his ques- 
tioner that, so 
far as he was 
able to remem- 
ber, he had 
hever even seen 
such a thing as 
a convict in the 
whole course of 
his life, when a 
loud, wild cry 
rang through 
the air, and the 
warders, look- 
ing up inthe di- 
rection from 
whence the awful sound came, scampered away to the other caravan, 

They found him dead — his hands clenched, his lips bitten 
throuzh, his eves fixed in deathly horror on the portrait model of 
the woman be had murdered, 


“Tur all nerves to-night.” 


DARK movd 
VAACEDN 


A loud, wild ery. 


AT THE OPERA.” 
He, Do not look at that low class of people. 
She, Bey pardon, they are very high, 


Sy° Sass Sloner will be delighted to receive photographs srom thuse 


of her friends whose portrails have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


LV 


No, £36.—M1sS MAUD MANPRED. 
“Who would not barter all for one sweet smile?” 
—The Dook Snook, 
“Ill make you my countess, I'll rnake you my bride.” 
—Lord Bob, 


“She'd pity me could she read my passion.” 
—The Hon, Billy. 


| 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


She, T can't find the latest betting on the Derby. 
H+. What paper is it? 
She, The Christian Million, dear. 


DISTINGUISHED 


ma 


- BEST 
ETARASEIN 


“Charming weather for Spring-time, Miss Gilchrist,” said A. SLOPER, on being 
ushered into that Jady's boudoir, “qnite summery, ain't it? sets one thinking of 
Margate, don't it? when I hope to again tread a measure with you at the Assembly 
Rooms, and wamler once more, the envy of all the other Johnnies, round and round 
the Extension with thee on my arm, for, of course, we shall see you there this 
Season “Of course, Mr. SLOVER, if it is only for the pleasure of having you asa 
chaperon.” “Charmed, I am sure, Miss Gilchrist, to think that I should be the 
inducement. I feel like a second Ariel in the prime of life."——(1). ‘Come unto 
these yellow sands, you know—there, of couse you do.— (2), For ‘twas but the 
other day you made a charming Miranda at the Gaiety ; and that brings me to the 
point. When are we to sec you back again on the boards? it’s positively cruel 
absenting yourself in this way, You know the last time the foutlights shed their 
light on thee was at the Lane.—(3), Oh, Constance! to be but the humblest of the 
Forty Thieves on that occasion, and have boiling vil poured on him by such a lovely 


A FIERY AFFAIR. 


“Waiter, what fish have yon realy?” “Salmon, 
sir, lobster sauce, and fillet of soles.” 
I think I'll have a fresh herring filleted.” 


PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Miss CONSTANCE GILCHRIST. 


(Saturday, May 28, 1892, 


“My linsband has accepted the part of Pyy. 
malion, so, as I enact the character of Galat. 
I shail have the pleasure of having ga 
breathed into my ear throughout the play."— 
—Extraet from Letter of Young Lady, ~ 


“Ob, yes. 


4 


form, would, to your faithful ALLY, have been ecstatic bliss!” “Oh, you silly !—- 
how's Mrs. Sloper? The twins, 1 hope, are well!" “Oh, blow Mrs, ——ahem !—er 
—ah, a skipping-rope!" A. SLOPER'S eye had caught sight of a skipping-rope care: 
lessly thrown down in one corner of the boudoir, “ Yes, I practise now and then, 
said Miss Gilchrist. “That looks hopeful!" cried A. SLOPER.—(4). “ Oh, Connie. 
Connie! I must call you Connie !—can this be the very rope you skipped before us 
with so delightfully ?" Miss Gilchrist smiled and nodded. A. SLOPER rapturons!y 
covered it with kisses from end to end. “So light, so graceful, and yet su ea-y 
it seemed,” said he; “and yet I don't believe I could doit to save my life.” Perliays 
you have never tried, Mr. SLOPER?"” % Well, no. D'you know, I should dearly use 
to; may 1? Thank you!"——(5). A.SLOPER was not very much hurt ; it was te 
dainty art treasures scattered about the room that suffered, Rash it was, certainly,0" 
the part of the Em'nent, who naturally wanted to appear tu advantage, Miss Gil- 
christ was annoyed, but, sufteued by the Old Mau's evident sorrow, forgave him. 


(2). Whe awa, * Buruing tue Cie do wubiduy 5 bat cues breaths sees us if it wid never gan oot r 
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Saturday, May 28, 1892.) 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Now then, there! all ready? What's that? Ready and waiting? Oh, very well, hang on to the | Victoria's smile:—A great success, I'm glad to hear; The profits—fifty thousand clear :-—Doth 


ropes. Ting, ting. ‘tuere goes the bell, up goes the curtain and here we are again, ready once more think our English police show funk? Not so, they merely turn and“ bunk” :—Ball by name, he 
to start our performance. A close time for our great M.P.s Will surely legislators F shed :— Poor | hits the ball With freedom, and is crack of all, What's up with SLOPER now? For some time he 
ld O'Brien, ‘tis sad to tell, From pride of place has surely fell:—The genial Tilkins’ happy | las been as proud asa peacock, and boasting of his influence with Victoria: something in the wind, 

SI y I'l bet. What his motives are | cannot say—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


ton, In emarts of law some money gain:—The Shoe Lane mash, so free from guile, Does revel in 


Undergrad, Good gracious, Jack! do you know that Littlego | 
has just got twins ? Second Ditto. Always thought be had 
cheek enough for two people, 


She. Fie, Reginald! I fear you've been a very rackety boy of 
late. He, Bai Jove! yes, done nothing but tennis for the 
last month, Sundays and all 


/ j \ = 
re : — ~ \ 
a te = a 


Hamlet, Say, boy, whence comes that pungent smell of 
“s “ai cooking ? Call Boy. Viease, sir, it’s ‘Orativ and the Kiny 
Say, James, if the toffs are a-going to get up like that, you and me ‘ll ‘ave to change our costooms, of Denmark ‘avin’ supper off that sheep's ‘ead us you bought fur 

1 gucas.” Yorick’s skull. 


(1d Mulberry, Tm a very good walker myself. You see, I've 
yiver been Spied with corns; I've never had acorn on my 
hot in my life. Youngster (very rude). I you have 
toe on your boko instead, . nee 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


: £150 INSURANCE PAID. 

Wr have this day paid, in wccordance with the terms of & Ally 
Stoper’s Railway Accident Life Insurance,” the sum oof £150 to 
Mra, JosupH WHAT- 
! nny, 1) Voplar Walk 
| Road, Loughborough 
| P Junetion, London, 
} - S.E., the widow and 
next-of-kin of Joseph 
Whatley. who, on 
Friday morning, May 
6th, was run over and 
killed on the London, 
Chatham and Dover 
Railway, near Ludvate 

Vill Station, 

Pa 


* 

THE following is a 

— short account of the 

P necident :—* The de- 

ceased, who was a 

shunter on the Lon- 

don, Chatham and 

Dover Railway, left 

the Holborn Viaduct 

signal-box, off duty, 

at 12.24 A.M. on the 

_ day named, As he 

was proceeding along 

the railway towards 

Ludgate Hill Station 

to catch a train to take 

him home to Lough- 

borough Junction, he 

was run over_ and 

killed by a light engine.” A copy of “ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF- 

Honipay,” dated May 7th, 1892, was found in the pocket of 

deceased by City Police Constable 8. Stimpson, when the body was 
removed to the mortuary, o* 

* 


A. SLOPER, after meandering around the New Gallery, has this 
day been pleased to bestow the “Award of Merit” upon MOUAT 
LOUDAN, because he painted “The Red Sofa.” “Feyther!” 
warbled the Azure Orbed Art Critic, “ Mouat has fairly taken the 
cracknel with his last etfort, blowed if he ain't. It seems to me the 
young meu are giving the old ‘ung real beanos,” A few moments 
later A, SLOPER was seen in close conversation with Comyns Carr, 
Halléand Beck. The subject under discussion is said to have been 
the effect uf a fatherly hand on a tightened trouser. Anyhow, 
they all agreed. oe 

s 


THE Yankees have some idea of their own lady journalists. 
A New York paper describes them as “tall, dark and beautiful, 
with soft grey eyes.” A. 
SLOPER regrets that a few 
of them cannot be imported 
over here. The English 
feminine journalist may be 
all very well in her way, 
but the worst of it is her 
way is not A. SLOPER'S way. 
For instance, her greatest 
admirer cannot assert that 
she ia beautiful; and as for 
her eyes—well, they don't 
squint, that is about all 
we can say in their favour. 
Of course we don't say they 
are all ugly—far from it. 
A. SLOPER has seen many 
on whose lips he could have 
imprinted a chaste kiss, but 
they are only the exceptions 
that prove the rule. 


THE following, culled 
from an Australian source, 
is too good to lose, The 
other day o certain very 
high Australian _ political 
officer (teetotaler) enter- 
tained the Governor of his 
province at dinner at a 
country house of his. It 
would have done you good 
to see his Excellency’s face 
when the waiter asked—“ What will your Excellency have to 
drink ?—there is ginger-beer, ginger-ale and lemonade.” Later on 
they were a glass short. “Run upstairs,” said Mrs. Bigofficial, in 
aloud voice, “and bring down the one I clean my teeth with ; you 
will find it in——" etc., ete. <% 
a 
- It is long since Londoners have had the pleasure of witnessing 
a real bona side six days’ go as you please race, so it is hardly to be 
wondered at that the one now in progression at the Central Hall, 
Holborn, is crowded daily. At the time of going to press, the 
contest wears a very open aspect. 


Kote ar Giggs, the new three act farcical comedy which has 

succeeded Happy Returns at the Vaudeville, is, we fear, hardly 

destined toattain 

even the moder- 

ate amount of 

success which 

Mr. Horner can 

justly claim for 

nis play. Adapt- 

ing from the 

French is at the 

best a tieklish 

task, but when 

the original is not 

itself a particu- 

\larly bright ex- 

ample of drama- 

tic work, the odds 

against the suc- 

cess of the 

English version 

are naturally very 

largely increased, 

LI’ Womme de 

Paille, the source 

from which Mr, 

Powell has drawn 

the chief inei- 

dents of his piece, 

was not amarked 

success, and its 

adapter has cers 

tainly not im. 

proved upon it, 

Strone'y reminiscent of Zhe Candidate, vapid aa to dialogue, 

Inconsequent as to plot, the only redeeming feature in Vote for 

Giggs is the certainiy clever cluracterization of two or three of 

the characters, notably the one plaved by that rapidiy rising actor. 

Mr. Somerset. (Mr. Thomas Thorne, Mr. Charles Fawcett, and 

Miss Emily Thorne work hard, and if Vote for Giggs Sails to 
succeed it will not be for any hick of capable representation, 


| 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE selection of a pleasing and cuphonious nom de théatre is 
undoubtedly one of the greatest elements of success, The youth- 
ful chorus girl, upon her entry into professional 
lite, deems it incumbent upon her to drop the 
unimposing and homely Jane Spriggins or Polly 
Johnson, and assume the more romantic title of 
Cora Thornleigh or Roselyn Fitz-Maud ; and it 
is the same throughout the higher branches of 
the profession. It is, nevertheless, painful to hear 
that the real cognomen of the clever composer 
rejoicing in the delightful name of Ivan Caryl 
is but plain prosaic Tilkins, Tilkins! think of 
it, ye gods!) Geraldine Ulinar, too, Mrs, Annie 
Tilkins. It is too, too much, Why, oh, why 
were we so ruthlessly undeceived ? 

* 

ON Saturday, May Mth, the Mildewed Letter (< 
Sorter, after providing himself with a large (., 
supply of the soothing weed, went, accompanied 
as usual by that interesting little gang of cele- 
brities known as the Family, to the “Cham- 
pion Hotel,” Aldersgate Street, where a splendid 
Smoking Concert, in connection with the G,P.O. 
Sorters Mutual Aid Society, engaged his atten- 
tion until Mrs. Sloper had abandoned her weary 
vigil and retired to rest, convinced in her own 
mind that ALLY was spending the evening in the 
select privacy of a cold. cold cell, 


} 

UNDAUNTED by previous experiences and Le 
unfatigued by his overnight revelry, the Mouldy 
One rose betimes on the Sunday, and, together with Alexandry, 
who was the only member of the suite sufficiently sober to fulfil 
his duties, took part in the Sixth Annual Demonstration Parade 
in aid of the funds of St. Mary's Hospital, No procession of 
this sort is considered complete now without the patronage and 
poe of the F.O.M., who is, undoubtedly, the Man in Greatest 
tequest in Europe, ee 

* 

Tug Twenty-Seventh Exhibition of the Nineteenth Century Art 
Society is a vast improvement, both as to the quantity and quality 
of the exhibits, upon anythins the Society has previously given us, 
Extensive alterations have been made, with the result of largely 
increased accommodation, the urgent necessity for which is in itself 
striking proof of the rapidly increasing popularity of the institution 
among the public, and more particularly among the artists who are 
necorded the right of exhibiting there. The galleries at 9 Conduit 
Street should be well patronized during the season. 


* 
= 


THE Wily Chieftain is again on the cadge. The Salvation Army 
is ina very bad way indeed. Booth has himself admitted as much, 
and such a statement, coming from a 
man of his notable veracity, should carry 
instant conviction, In addition to the 
£100,000 necessary for the commence- 
ment of the “ Darkest England ” scheme, 

a yearly income of £30,000 was also 

necessary for the continuance of the 

work. There is but £4,000 
in hand this year, which, with 
the deficiency of last year. 
has almost brought things to 
a standstill. Moreover, the mC 
spiritual fund, the money (~} 

necessary for the actual hf 

working of the army, is yy) 
directly in want of £8,000 to CZ 
goon with until Self Denial 
Week in October. “The General,” 

therefore, earnestly appeals for more 

funds; he also, with characteristic 

coolness, requests intending sub- 

scribers to “hurry up,” because he is 

on the eve of starting for a nice, 

pleasant little tour through Germany, 

Switzerland, Denmark, Sweden and 

Norway, and he would like to depart 

on his expensive holiday with his 

mind perfectly undisturbed by all 

pecuniary troubles. Surely you will 

not deny this unselfish philanthropist 

your aid ; at least contribute towards 

lis travelling expenses, or are you 

growing just a little tired of his Aire ia appeals” and realize 
that the present monetary crisis is but the beginning of the inevit- 
able and? + * 


AS arule, in England, people's affection for the canine species 
departs with their deiniae. Not so ou the Continent. Doggy seems 
there to be appreciated at his proper value. For some time back, a 
certain Russian provision merchant had been noted for the delicate 
and delightful flavour of his sausages, and people flocked from far 
and near in search of the delicious luxuries. ‘The happy possessor of 
a pound or two of these sausages was envied by everyone. Recent 
inquiries on the part of the authorities have disclosed the fact that 
the sausages were almost entirely composed of dog meat, their deli- 
cate aroma, in fact, arising from this source. Six months’ imprison- 
ment is the reward bestowed on the sausage purveyor and wife by 
their unappreciative countrymen, 


* 

BEFORE many years have elapsed we may expect to see the 
majority of London music halls practically under one manage- 
ment, The syndicate which has 
for a long time ruled the des- 
tinies of the London Pavilion and 
Tivoli have now included the 
Oxford in their list, and,’ during 
theshort period this latter hall is 
closed, extensive alterations will 
be made. The new state of things 
will hardly recommend itself to 
the Star Artiste. The inclusion of 
one or two more large halls will | 
opel bankruptcy to many of them. 

Withdraw competition, and an ex- 
tensive reduction in the present 
scale of remuneration is certain. 

* 


* 

THOS, MACLEAN is up to date, 
as usual, and his Gallery in the 
Haymarket is now filled with 
some excellent pictures. Those 
by J. F. Millett are, perhaps, the 
gems of the collection, and art 
connoisseurs cannot failtoacknow- 
ledge their merit and value, 

* 


* 

INVARIABLY excellent as is the 
entertainment provided at the 
Egyptian Hall by that clever ma- 
gician, Mr. J. N. Maskelyne, in 
our opinion the programme just 
now being presented at England’. 
Home of Mystery twice daily, is 
one of exeeptional merit. The 
weird, spectral effects of the Light and Dark Séanee, the neat 
and clever conjuring of Mr. Charles Morritt, who is one of the 
very neatest sleight of hand performers we ever remember to have 
seen, and the miraculous “ Mahatma’ Hlasion, Oh! being the 
Three chief items of what is undoubtedly the “Premier Magical 
Entertainment of the World.” 


(Saturday, May 23, 180, 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVEr-- 
A CALENDAR For THK WEEK ENDING JUND atu, 


29th May, 1660.—9n this date Charles 11. proms 47,5 ,. 
the loyal Cuy of London, on tis Restoration, In st. Gg... 
Fields the Lord Mayor and aldermen were waiting to rece;,,. ; 
Sovereign, and here he was entertained at a banquet, anid 
cheers of the assembled citizens, Charles remarked, on oi, 
all this, “Surely it must have been my own fault that Ehave. 
80 long absent, as everyuue is 50 UlanitnoUs tu browwoting | 
return,” 

30th May, 1778. — Voltaire died this day. Many hy,,,.. 
beings strongly suggest the ape. Perhaps Voltaire affords 1. . 
of the worst or best. Irritable, restless and malicious, j1;, 
selfish and ungracious, his startling, biting, acrid, satirical moc)... 
like his face, but too plainly betrayed his ape-like nature. 


3lst May, 1828.—Under this date, as an instance of agr,..,.. 
tural distress, John Bull sarcastically mentions that a tar, 
named Huckbody, residing at Crawford, in the fens, celebrate, 
festivity ot his son's attaining the age of twenty-one by 
party, and the revelry was kept up with so much spirit, thar, , 
the ninth day, nearly twenty of the guests sat down to break fag. 


lst June, 1828.—John Bull of this date says :—* Every t,,;, 
who chances tu cross the New Road must have experience: ;,. 
nuisance of galloping Paddington stages. And why people sii, 
travel from Paddington to the Bank at an extraordinary ,,, 
we know not. But nobody, we dare say, has an idea of the yy:,., 
to which the system is carried at the present moment. It is cur. 
to see the calculation, as a proof of the extent of London and: 
number of its population: — There are forty-eight Padding. 
coaches to and from the Bank daily, each performing four tin, 
The distance thither and back is nearly ten miles, and the duty ;. 
3d. per mile; so that Paddington stages, passing and Tepassii- 
perform 38! times on the road, making 1,920 miles per day... 
which, for mile duty only, yields the sum of £8,760 annually, |... 
horses perform the journey thither and back but once each day. ., 
impetuous is the speed, so that it requires 192 at daily work up 
the road for this single branch of public accommodation, If 1), 
coaches are full, the money exchanging hands amounts to near; 
300 guineas daily, and the persons conveyed amount to 5,576." ~ 


2nd June, 1828.—< paper of this date says :—" The quack. 
of signs is pushed even farther in Germany than at London 
Paris, A druggist at Berliu designates himself * Privileged mo, 
destroyer to his Majesty.’ It is said, however, that a member. 
the Royal Family refused to a turner permission to assume ti. 
title of ‘Wooden leg maker to his Royal Highuess.’” 


3rd June, 1887.—“ Mrs, Daniels, wife of Captain Daniels « 
the Water Lily, has,” says a newspaper of this date, “just been 
licensed as pilot of that steamer. She is forty-two years old, and is 
believed to be the only woman pilot in the country, though two 
women have been licensed as captains.” 


Ath June, 1859.—E. H. Pierce, a member of the Christy 
Minstrels troupe, died this day, aged 32. 


NOT “QUITE” EXHAUSTED. 
IT has oft been said and written 
That the working man of Britain 
Is so very hard a toiler— 
Such an energetic moiler— 
That each eve, ere work is finished, 
He's his vigour quite diminished ; 
Yea, become so worn and jaded, 
That he scarce can craw! unaided 
To the dwelling where he revels in his hardly earned repose, 
Yet, though many men have said it, 
It’s a tale I scarce can credit. 
For the working man, I've noted 
(Be he never so devoted 
To the interests of his master), 
Is on no occasion faster 
In his movements, or more sprightly 
In his energy, than nightly 
When he packs his tools together, as the welcome whistle blows. 


_ 


THAT BRIGHTON BOARDER. 

He was indeed a terrible young man: he was 80 obtrusively. 
fearfully healthy, that when poor Miss Priscilla Pinkfoogle’s eve 
fell upon him as he stood in the sunshine on the doorstep in al 
his Y.M.C.A. beauty, she trembled to think how the six-and-sixpence 
a day would ever cover it. But Miss P. P. had resignation aud 
repose, She had seen better dare in the cruel gone by, e’en though 
she now descended at times to hypothecating the boarders’ coguac 
and bohea. ‘ 

At the end of his first week she was less resigned and more in 
need of repose than ever. The ozone had rasped up his appetite 
beyond even his own most sanguine expectations. Place wh::t :he 
would—and the desperate grow daring !—upon the groaning board: 
try and make both ends of the menu meet, nothing came amis: t 
him, from a nest of albatross eggs she had by her to a fricasse-vii 
ig taken in the ebbat Shoreham, One day his mamma came 

own, 

“Really, ma’am,” she said to the broken hearted landlady, “! 
fear you keep a very poor table. My son was quite hungry on the 
beach, and that only two hours.after the matutinal meal.” 

Flesh and blood could stand it no longer. With a maidenly 
adjustment of her modest collar and chiffon how did Miss l’ink- 
foogle reply— 

“I think. madam, it would be better if you took your hobblede- 
hoy home.” ae 

“ How dare you speak so of my son, woman? Heis of the élite. 

“That's just exactly it,” warmly chipped in the long sufferins 
Priscilla; “'e'll cat me slap out of Grenville Place and into the 
poor-house if he has another six-and-sixpenu'orth here.” 


—— 


THE TENDER SEX. 

“ DER, dear!” remarked Mr. Jackpott Jones, as he dropped the 
newspaper upon his knees and gazed at his dear wife, sitting 1" 
the opposite side of the fireplace, “what an extraordinary case: 

“What is, dear?” asked sweet Mrs. J., as she leaned back in her 
chair to the sweet sound of cracking whalebone. \ 

“Why—er—a report here of a ship that was wrecked near Tirrt 
del Fuego, where the cannibals are, you know, dear. The Fueza"s 
killed and ate the males, it appears, but absolutely refused to et 
more than one of the five females who were amongst the survivors 
of the wreck.” 1 

“In—deed! I should have thought they would have prefert: 
to sey ladies. They are so much more tender than men, areut 
they 2" ; 

“Well, I don't know. It seems, according to this ‘Account, that 
the two men they ate had nothing on but flannel shirts and linew 
trousers, which the savages muuched up with the men, The one 
wan that they ate——” 

“Ah!” tae of 

“Had on her, in addition to her stuff-clothes, about a pint 
hairpins, a wire corset, a bent steel dress-improver, seven oxy! 
silver bangles,a burnished waist-belt, with steel chatelaine, § 
button-hook, corkscrew, etc., brass tipped heels to her bovt- 
gilt——" 

* “Good gracious! how they must have suffered.” 

“Rather! Listen to this: ‘For five days after, the 
tribe never moved or spoke, but has since recovered an: 
his convalescence by boning forty children as a thai 
He has since sworn, and made his tribe swear, never tu 
white squaw?” 
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Gentlewan Idler," 


cae ee a 
Sy he a paradrer_ 
Cy fo shire iy 


If 1 likes hia views— 


nn 


oe 


FROM ANOTHER IDLER. 


* of good income, lately advertised for a male companion, 
of good family, “for company sake."") 


TIERE'S some 
bloomin’ gen'le- 
man idler bloke 

As puts ina “ad.” 
(Which some 
reckons mad) 

For a partner to 
share his tarsks 
and toke! 

It seems,as in loafin’ 
around the 
towrn, 

He'd like a pal— 
A cove, notagal!— 

At his warions 
hornts or clubs 
of renowrn. 

Wot sorce! Does he 
think he's the 
only bloke 

As ‘ud share his 
loafin’ with 
other foke? 


Yere’s me! who's 
pore (and, of 
corce, O-prest 

By kads wot toils 


And cops” the | 


oils \— 


s 
Tecan idle as well as that bloke in the West ! 
Yere, J'd take a partner to share my tarsks 


And he'll find the booze ; 
Or, V'll share with him as in lucksury barsks— 
Namely, his Gen‘leman Idler Nibs ! 
Let him harve my toils, and Z‘dd harve his dibs! 


NO NEED FOR ANXIETY. 


was n wild, a fearsome night, and the weird shriek of the 
er north-easter, as it howled furiously through this quiet 
urban thoroughfare, seemingly bent upon wreaking its ven- 
nee upon the inoffensive slates and chimney-pots, awoke no 
a person than Shuffleton Towerstreet, Esq., from that sound 
heavy slumber so frequently engendered by too frequent pota- 
ns of old) brown brandy, unaccompanied by a sutticiency of 
ger, ‘The room was shrouded in inky blackness ; but, as the 
wey householder half raised himself upon his elbow, a sound, a 
nd more terrible to him than the wild wail of the storm fiend, 
upon his ear, Jt was the sound of a stealthy fuvtfall not six 
trom the bed, With hair rapidly stiffening with horror, with 
heart pulsating in quick, strong throbs, like the piston-rod of 
ie huge locomotive, the terrified man held his very breath and 
sned—strained every nerve for a sound, the slightest indication 


t the dread visitor had 
en the alarm, — But all 
still—still as the silent 
ve. Even the tempest 
side hushed its voice for 
moment,as if in deference 
he grim tragedy which 
being enacted in this 
my chamber, As_ the 
horror of his position 
hed across the brain of 
trembling man, as he 
Jized that at any instant 
loaded life-preserver, the 
iver, or the knife of the 
less burglar, who had 
ded his premises, might 
aptly terminate is 
tence, the strain became 
able, and instinctively 
retched out his hand as 
0 seek protection from 
companion of his joys 
sorrows—his wife, the 


n him, 


her husband's clothes, 


a 


ALLY, 


cover, 


trician, 


“tumble”; 
‘uns, 


humble. 


Vea very minuiti-st. Muar: 


man he expected to find slumbering at his side, But, stay, 
twas this?) His hand dropped upon the vacant pillow. She 
not there; and then, as in a flash, the whole situation dawned 


was his wife—his lawful spouse—who had terrified him—the 
ep, Who at this moment a pale moonbeain stealing in through 
blinds revealed, clad in her gown, going through the pockets 
And as the awakened man heard 
sharp clink-chink of silver—he realized that his unsuspecting 
her was but augmenting her pin money by the exercise of 
t has almost come to be considered the legitimate right of 
es whose husbands insult them by coming home occasionally 
ying more drink and loose silver than is consistent with pro- 
ty. When he realized all this, I say, and thought of the loving 
Ue from little Tottie Slapup, of the Skippety, lying snug and 
isturbed in the breast-pocket of his coat, he heaved a huge sigh 
elief, of thankfulness, and, letting his aching head fall back 
tthe pillow, sank once more into the arms of Morpheus, 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No 48.—EMMIE ST. Muir, 
SINCE the “ Friv.” Boss, instructed by 


Engaged this most charming of girls 
To enact the chief part in the ballet, 

Lords, viscounts and barons and earls 
At the “Friv.” you may nightly dis- 


Whose common intent is to view her 

And hear her and cheer herand love her, 
For, mark ye, Miss Emmie St. Muir 
Isa very magnifi-St. Muir! 


But these rovers of rank and position 
(Albeit each night they essay, 
By rich presents and pleadings pa- 


To tempt the fair Emmie to stray 
Tn the paths of flirtation and folly) 
Strive vainly her heart to allure. 
She is frisky, | grant you, and jolly, 
Dut, mark ye, Miss Emmie St. Muir 
Isa thoroughly inno-St, Muir! 


Zhe scorns all those gilded’ Don Juans, 
For well to their wiles she can 


Iler friends are more faithful and true 
Though doubtless more homely and 

And, rather than spend in gay revels 
Her money, she loves to procure 


Food and clothes for poor destitute devils, 
For, mark ye, Miss Emmie St. Muir 


| ignominiously beaten in about eleven rounds, 
| serves me correctly, L was in Johaunisbery at the time, and know 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


ee 


PAVILION, ROYAL, TIVOLI, METROPOLITAN, 
May 13th, 1892. 

DEAR S1r,—Allow me to thank you for your “ Award of Merit” 
(vou have my private address—when you send it). 1 shall be 
pleased, nay, honoured to hang it with my Shettield and Ports- 
mouth “Awards,” as the name of SLOPER is as strong as the 
* Unsweetened” he so often lowers. | have by this same post 
sent youn book of my burlesque recitations, Hope you will like 
them, Again thanking you, believe me to be Yours truly, 
HARRY PLEON, 


Court THEATRE, LIVERPOOL, Vay 16th, 1892. 
DEAR Sir,—I notice in a recent issue that vou mention Wolff 
Bendoff as having won a fight in the Transyaal for a considerable 
sum of money, This isa mistake, Bendotf came out to Johannis- 
berg in 1889, to fight Cooper for £4,000, or thereabouts, and was 
If my memory 


Cooper well, and, moreover, won a bet on the result of the ficht. 
Lam, Sir, yours faithfully, VERITAS, 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 115,—Hik FINDS THAT HE MAY “BIKE” ny NIGHT, 
AND CARRY NEITHER BELL Nor LiGur. 
WITH chattering eyes and tear dimmed teeth, 
Old Wantwit went to Ely Place, 
What time he writhed and raged beneath 
The shadow of a dire disgrace. 
“You've given me, George, my boy,” said he, 
“From many a fix a safe escape ; 
But all your skill will useless be 
To save me from my present scrape.” 
And Lewis laughed and winked and said, * Pooh-pooh ! 
Whate’er your trouble be, I'll pull you through.” 


The Court was to repletion filled— 
Each ear was strained, was craned each neck, 
Each heart was with excitement thrilled— 
That morning when they tried the Wreck 
For having injured twenty men, 
Ten dames, twelve dogs and pussies three, 
Upon a murky midnight, when 
Upon a bell-less * bike” rode he 
With ne‘er a lamp on hub or handle placed, 
And felled those creatures in his reckless haste. 


And when the shocked spectators marked 
A score of men on timber pegs, 
Ten ladies with their noses barked, 
A dozen dos whose totalled legs 
But numbered thirty-five, and three 
Voor pussies, each bere[t of tail, 
They thought the Scorch+r sure would be 
For twenty years confined in gaol ; 
3ut little wist the watchers of the case 
How woudrous ‘cute was George of Ely Place. 


For damages those damaged men, 
Cats, dogs and women hoped in vain; 
And on the soul of SLOPER, when 
Ile left the Court, was ne'er a stain. 
The Bench was bound to take the plea 
Put forth by George, that all the lot 
Of SLoPER's injured ones must be 
Entirely blamed for what they'd got— 
"Cos why?) ‘Cos SLOPER need not bear 
Or Inmp or bell on “ bike” by night, 
Since SLOPER'S nose did shine and glare 
More bright than artificial light ; 
And SLOPER'S boozev breath’s far reaching smell 
Should make pedestrians move more quick thin sound of bell. 


A NEW LINE. 

Part of the stock-in-trade with which every young and budding 
comic journalist starts in this happy land of ours is the mother-in- 
law. He could hardly get along on a press day without the 
mother-in-law, though she is not bis whole salvation. No, for 


| variety of theme and richness of resource, his tip-top property is 


the wretched married man, and countless—absolutely countless— 
ure the millions of jokes that the exllow young humorist: perpe- 
trates at his supposed expense, No d:ay seems a day without some 
fresh jape about some domestic hardship supposed to have hap- 
pened to “ poor Blobbing.” The cal ow young humorist likes best 
to get him with a baby in his arms and a tin-tack, business end up, 
on the bedroom carpet; that is rare fun! And now, with all that 
young man’s knowledge, SLOPER “goes one better” on him, A 
fresh side-light is thrown upon matrimony and the married litté- 
rateur by the editor of the Sult Lake Satigficr. 1n his “ Casual- 
ties” column, the other day, he said— 

“The body of a female was found drowned near this city yester- 
day. No clue to the identity of the unhappy woman can be found,” 

There's nothing much in that, certainly. No; but where it comes 
in is in the following ingenuous little paragraph, which appeared a 
few days afterwards— 

“With deep regret we learn that the unknown woman who wns 
found drowned on Tuesday last was one of our wives. We mourn 
our loss.” ; 

Now, here's a new field for the bright, young, married misery 
comic writer, 


ee —d 


“THE PRAYER OF FAITH.” 


SMOKING his pipe at the twilight hour 

The widower sat in his cosy bower, 

And the speechless thoughts that his heart out poured 
Were a song of praise as they heavenward soared. 
“When my Mary left me, a year ago, 

T had surely died of my grief and woe 

Tf it had not been for the frail and fair 

Wee tlower that she left to my tender care.” 


“Yes, God is exceedingly good,” thought he, 
“Foran aim in life He has given to me— 

To cherish and nourish and tend and rear 

My Mary's Mary with love sincere. 

And, because of my daily and hourly prayer, 
Tam sure—I am sure—that my God will spare 
My darling to lighten and cheer my way 
Yhrouzh this vale of tears till my dying day.” 


From the widower's heart rose the silent psalm; 

On the widower's heart fell the sacred ealm 

That is born of faith, Then he heard, dismayed, 

From the quict street where his infant played, 

A chorus of shrieks ; and the starded man 

To the window, then wild from his chamber, ran, 

Vast his cottage a runaway horse had sped ; 

And, before him, disfigured and crushed and dead, 

Lay that child of his loving and tender care 

Whose young life he'd been sure that his God would spare. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Why isa goat which comes into violent collision with you like 
oleomargarine 7—Because you may eall it * horrid butt-er.” 

CHARADE: 1. A Latin poet; 2. A fable. Total—A London 
magistrate.— Horace (S)myth. 

THE Age of Chivalry : Cour-age. : 

Why is a contention ina hostelry unworthy of notice ?—Because 
it’s a matter of inn-diflerence. 


mean, 


| for the land of the free! 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


THE DEMON UMBRELLA. 
(A TALE OF DIABLERIE.) 
ees 
CHAPTER XIV. 

IN response to the request of their unele, Mr, and Mra. Simpson 
readily left the apartment, and Mr. Jonas Simmons, turning to his 
i oak hephew, ¥ 
sala— 

“How much do you 
owe?” 

“Owe !" said George 
Augustus Brown, 

“Yes, owe!" said 
the old man. 

“1 don't owe any- 
thing, but the liveliest 
gratitude to you,” said 
G. A. Brown, 

“Two lies rolled into 
one,” said the old man, 
“You know you owe a 
good deal, and, if you 
do owe me gratitude, 
you know you don't 
mean to pay it in the 
way you ought. What 
about that carpet-bag 
of microbes?” 

“What do you 


rp 


“It means that 
when 1 came off the 
train to-day I ate a 
sandwich and drank a 
glass of beer ina pub- 
lic-house ; it’ means 
that in the next box 
two men discussed 
their private affairs 
with considerable free- 
dom ; it means that I 
heard all; it means that, as T don't mean to run the risk of 
having a carpet-bas of microbes brought down to my place to 
dispose of me, [ propose to cut you out of my will, just to 
remove all temptation ; it means that as 1—" 

“But, uncle a 

“Shut up,” said Mr, Jonas Simmons, with decidedly more force 
than elegance of expression, “It means,” he continued, “that as 
I don’t want any seandal in the family, that | will give vou a fair 
chance of getting on by clearing you of your debts and setting 
you on your feet again, and no more, How much do you owe?” 

“Two hundred and seventy-five pounds will clear me,” 
George Augustus Brown, as he cowered before his uncle's gaze. 
He recognized that he 
was done for, and de- 
sired to make the most 
of it. 

© There are notes for 
the amount,” said 
Jonas Simmons, as he 
handed over a bunch 
of papers, “Under. 
stand, that is all you 
have ever to expect 
from me, and vou my 
goto the devil in any 
way you like after 
this.” 

George Augustus 
Brown did not thank 
his uncle. The old 
gentleman — evidently 
desired no thanks. It 
was cqually evident 
that there was no hope 
of his relenting, Mr. 
Brown did attempt to 
work upon the old 
miin’s alfections, He 
screwed a knuckle into 
the corners of his optic, 
but with the unob- 
scured eve he observed 
that it had no other 
effect on Mr, Jonas 
Simmons than to 
cause him to wrinkle 
up the skin of his nose, 
and to drop the corners of his mouth. So Mr. Brown wisely 
desisted. He rose and left the room, In the lobby the Simpsona 
bade him good-bye affectionately, 

“Couldn't you stay a little longer?” said Mrs, Simpson, 

No, he couldn't stay. 

“Well, L hope vou will come over to-morrow night,” said Simp- 
son, and G, A. Brown hag aap out into the night, whilst Jonas 
Simmons continued to sip his toddy and to smile pleasantly on his 
surroundings, 

But George Augustus Brown devoted the remainder of the even- 
ing to staying in his lodgings and to tesring up letters and packing 
his portmanteau, 


Done for, 


A bunch of papers. 


* * * 

At six o'clock next 
morning G, A. Brown 
stole softly downstairs 
while the tired slavey and 
the landlady still slept. 
He carried with hima well 
stuffed portmanteau and 
an ivory handled Um- 
brella, He stood the Um- 
brella in a corner while he 
softly removed the chain 
of the door and turned 
the key. Then he cau- 
tiously stepped out at the 
open door with the port- 
manteau in his hand, and 
entirely forgot to lift the 
Umbrella. He feared to 
close the door, as it might 
awake someone with its 
bang, and he tramped 
sturdily off towards a rail- 
way station. As he walked 
along he muttered— 

“Two hundred — and 
seventy-five pounds is 
more than I could have 
hoped for. In America | 
may do well with it. and as 
for my creditors, the beg- 
gars may settle it among 


2 24 DS. o£ re’s 
themselves, so here's eiiletandtiydawiaars, 


And as he hurried along, the Demon Unibrella leaned in the 
corner of the lobby beside the open door, grimly scowling and 
waiting for -ome other vietim to scoop inte its toils, 

(To be concluded nert weet. 
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A FIGURE OF SPEECH. 
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No. 257.—Mr. ALFRED GERMAN REED, F.O.S. 

“Onur hero is, undonbtedly, an original — prides himself 
npon it, in fact ; the one grent sorrow of his life being that he is 
not so in name ; but, alas! father, grandfather and a long line 
of blue blooded ancestors used it before him,and his only conso- 
lation is that the foul decd was perpetrated before ne could 
reasonably be expectel to help it. Name notwithstanding, has 
not the most minute drop of Teutonic blood in his veins,and,on 
the whole, is glad of it. Proud of being genuine, sterling, hall 
marked English article. At an early age, he, to the surprise of 
his parents, evidenced no inclination for the stage, and it was 
here that his originality became apparent. Alfred nevere 
imagined for one moment that he had the faintest idea of acting, 
which, in a young man, is as astonishing as it is unprecedented. 
His father, who was also a bit of an original, insisted upon his 
trying. He did, and succeeded ; which proves beyond all conten- 
tion that he is not as other men. Unlike most comedians, is 
modest and unassuming, and doesn't think he should have gone 
in for tragedy, and has never desired to play the Moody Dane. 
Doesn't believe in turning the stage into a lecture platform. 
Contenis public wants to be amused, and practises what he 
preaches. German Reed entertainment utterly unrivalled, and 
going stronger than ever, for which reason was created F.O.S., 
and received the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 9th April, 1892."°-— 
Debrett Improved, 


Second Friend. Yes, my boy. But look at her figure. 
First Friend, Her figure? Why, it’s awful! 
Second Friend. Nota bit of it. £80,000, if it’s a farthing ! 


SCIENCE 


(1). Mrs. Dodger (alarmed), “Oh. Arty, what ate you doing? Why this hideous 
shrieking ? Oh, say yon are not mad!" Afr. Arirul Dodger. “Mad? Pooh! nota 
bit of it! I'm going a railway jouruey to-iay, andl I intend tu have a carriage to 
myself,so I'm just loading my phonograph — see ?""——(2). Duduer (to himself). “ H'm! 
seems to me that this place isa bit over populated. Think I'll clear ‘em out at the 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. SUMMER-T WRONG. 


“OVER THE GARDEN WALL.” 
Let neighbonrly love continne. 


ae 
Sorrowing Wife, Oh, Tommy, whatever shall we do? Father's 
had ter ave a leg off at the ‘orspital. Tommy (ecstatically). 
Hooray ! only one boot for me to clean in future. 


“Blest if the blessed sun didn’t go and 
and make everyboly blessed happy and 


No, 11.—Myrtle. greatcoat cheap.” 


London : Printed by DALZIEL BROTHENS, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., aud Published by the 
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whole show, and now I'm open to sell a brand new 


First Friend, That your wife, Harry? Good heavens! what a scarecrow !, 


He is a baron, with £60 a year and of a Jovalle . 
position. A beauty, is he not? Waiting for the hisie: 
' bidder. What may be his nationality ? 


APPLIED. 
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next station.” ——(3). Then he touched the spring and started the machinery, pre 
ducing an effect which was calculated to make Ravachol and Co. curl up with envy. 
—(4). “Come, that’s a bit better!” he remarked, as the train moved ou agai. 
“ Scienc? is a mighty power when one knows how to use it.” Then he made |imelf 
as comfortable as circumstances would permit him fur the rest of the journey. 


MAY AND DECEMBER. 
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MCE “If there 
i j racecourse as in 
mopuses, as he t 
patrons, his tip 
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come ont 
spolleehe “The bashful virgin’s sidclong looks of love. 


. you Hi 
The matron’s glance that would those looks reprove.” 


~ Well, 


Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, May 28, 1892. 


